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Summary: While Negan and the rest of the Saviors are collecting their 
half of a small community's supplies, they're given something a 
little different. (Rated M for sexual themes, language, violence, 
etc . ) 


1. Pilot 

"Katherine?" a man knocked on the door to a young woman's room. She 
was sitting at a desk, hunched over a small sketchbook. The room was 
lit only by two candles that were on either side of the book. 

She lifted her back, placing her pencil in the middle of the open 
book. Her head turned to face the voice, "what's up?" 

"He wants to speak with you, " the man said, giving her a familiar 
look. She knew what this meant because it's been happening more and 
more the past few weeks. "I'll be right there." She sighed, turning 
away. She took a moment to think to herself before getting up. 

As she walked through the tight community, she noticed eyes on her. 
It was a subtle change, but she noticed it quickly. People looked at 
her differently since The Saviors came. She couldn't figure out why, 
but it was like they knew something that she didn't and when she 
asked, no one had any clue of what she was talking about. 

"Can't you ask someone else?" she asked a man who was watching a 
grazing cow. 

"You know very well that you're the only one who knows what they're 
doing out there," he didn't make eye contact, continuing his gaze 
towards the cow. 

"They can learn as I had to. I didn't just know how to handle this 
when the world went to shit, " she argued. "And if I keep risking my 



life to go on these runs, who's going to take care of the animals 
when I don't return?" He looked at her, "I understand your point, 
Katherine, but we need you. Now more than ever." 

There it is again. The kiss-ass guilt card. 

"If I go-" she sighed, "then you have to give me your word that I can 
start bringing some of these men out with me to train." There was a 
silence between the two. "Do you hear me, Mark?" 

"You have my word." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Oakwood Farms is a tight-knit community of survivors. Before the 
undead started walking it was a dairy farm with quite a few cows and 
bulls. The livestock were left for dead by the proprietor, leaving 
the place up for grabs. <p> 

Mark was the man to settle his small group early on, in hopes of 
making a living. The large land made for easy visibility and they 
could use the surviving cows as a means of food. Of course, they had 
no idea how to breed cattle and their plan would be them eventually 
running out of options. 

Not too long after, a man named John, with knowledge of raising 
livestock and growing crops, had joined them. He helped them to 
utilize all the tools they had to breed, raise and milk cows. Baffled 
that the man suggested they save every cow and bull, rather then use 
them for meat right away, they slowly agreed to it. 

As time went on, more people would come across the farm and settle. 
Many types of people with different skills had helped create the 
community . 

They built walls to keep reamers out, and had a steady flow of 
productivity within those walls. 

A woman named Katherine had stumbled her way to those walls, bloody 
and weak. She was welcomed in and nurtured back to health to which 
she offered to go out and search for supplies. Mark made it clear 
that he had people for that job and suggested she work side-by-side 
with John. 

Katherine soaked up everything John taught her, eventually doing some 
jobs without him. She couldn't help but notice the people here had 
little to no experience outside the walls, and those who did would 
end up leaving with no return. 

That being noted, there came a day when the men who did supply runs 
didn't return. That's when Katherine was asked to go out on her own 
to try and bring supplies back to Oakwood. She now had two 
jobs . 

During one of her runs, the farm was raided by a group called The 
Saviors. Don't be fooled by the name, they were no heroes. They 
pretend to give a choice, but really, you have none. You either do as 
they say, or pay for it in blood. 


A man called Negan wanted half of everything Oakwood had, now and in 



the future for protection against the undead. Mark, being the man 
everyone looked up to for leadership, had no choice but to agree to 
the terms or there would be blood shed right then and there. 

A group of Saviors would return every so often to collect their half 
and if they weren't happy about what was given, they'd kill 
someone . 

The last time they came to collect, they weren't happy. Being it was 
the first time, they threatened that the next time they showed up 
they would take more than half and if they came up short then they 
would kill double the amount of people. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I don't know that I will be able to bring back nearly enough to 
satisfy them," Katherine paced in Mark's room. The weird thing is, he 
seemed remotely calm about the whole thing. People were at risk of 
being killed and he sat there without worry. <p> 

"Do the best you can." 

She walked to her room to prepare for her run. Her heart raced just 
thinking about what was going to happen when these people find out 
they couldn't come up with enough to give. They were already 
struggling with their own supplies. 

She grabbed her backpack that hung from the doorknob, tossing her 
sketchbook inside and heading out. 

"Oh, Katherine, one more thing," Mark called from down the hall. She 
furrowed her brows, wondering what he could want now. 

"What's U-" she stopped in her tracks when she noticed someone from 
around the community in the room. "What's going on?" 

"I just wanted to go over the supplies," he said. 

"Is that really necessary? I know what we need and time is tick- 
hey ! " the other person walked behind her and grabbed her wrists. She 
struggled to get free but the man had some strength. "What the fuck 
is this?" 

Mark walked over with a pair of handcuffs and cuffed her wrists. She 
tried to kick at them, but they pushed her to the ground. 

"The Saviors are coming tonight and we don't have enough to give 
them," Mark began. 

"So what do I have to do with it?" she questioned, "I'm the one who 
goes out to get the stuff!" 

"We're offering you as part of the deal." 

" Y-You-What ? " she couldn't form words. She felt like her brain just 
melted and poured out of her mouth. 

"Get her ready, " Mark ordered the man, leaving the room. 

"This is ridiculous," she managed to say. He walked towards her and 



got kicked in the groin, shuffling back while gripping his junk in 
pain. "You bitch!" he grabbed her legs, dragging her closer. He 
slapped her in the face, leaving a large red mark on her cheek. 

"You people are fucked without me!" she yelled, "you'll all die 
anyway . " 

"Shut up," he took a burlap sack and covered her face. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I hope you liked the start of this story. I'm choosing 
Jeffrey Dean Morgan, who plays him on the show, to represent his 
appearance in this story rather than the comic version. As for the 
plot, it will be mostly AU events but has the same ideas and 
characters as the comic and show. Not sure if I will weave plots yet, 
but you'll see. Let me know what you thought : ) <strong> 


2 . Half an Offer 

Katherine was left alone in the room. She lifted herself to her feet, 
trying to shake off the sack. She bent her head forward, violently 
shaking until it fell to the ground. 

"God-fucking-dammit , " she looked around, trying to figure a way to 
get herself free. It's not like she was tied with rope or something 
else that could give. Handcuffs weren't so easy. 

She sat down on the ground and rolled onto her back with her legs up, 
trying to get her arms to the front of her. It wasn't as easy as she 
imagined it to be, causing pain in her shoulders the harder she 
tried. "Fuck!" she gave up. 

She searched the room for something small and thin to try and pick 
the lock on the cuffs. 

The door opened and she dropped to the floor. Mark came in, grabbing 
the sack and grabbing her by the arms. 

"Why are you doing this?" she demanded an answer. "What good is this 
going to do?" her voice grew louder with each question. "How will 
this help?" 

"You're our best asset, if we offer you then no one will get 
killed! " 

"And when I'm gone-" 

"Shut up! Anyone can do what you do, Katherine." He put the sack over 
her head, forcing her out of the room. He guided her outside until he 
kicked the back of her knees. She collapsed to the ground, grunting 
as she almost fell on her face. 

"And what the _fuck_ do we have here?" an unfamiliar voice 
asked . 

"Our offer to you. For lack of supplies," Mark said, grabbing at her 
head and pulling the sack off to reveal her face. She was kneeling in 
front of a large man who wore a black leather jacket like most of the 



group did. Most noticeable was the bat he held over his shoulder. 

Just your average bat until you see the barbed wire wrapped around. 
The spikes were adorned with what could only be assumed as blood and 
pierced chunks of flesh. 

She automatically put the name Negan to him without having to be 
told. He was running this game and she didn't have to be here for 
more than five seconds to know that. 

"And what's so fucking _special_ about this girl?" 

Her heart was beating right through her chest. The voices began to 
muffle, as if her head was under water. A lump formed in her throat, 
making it hard to swallow. For all she knew, this guy was going to 
laugh right in her face and slug her with that bat. 

"..supply runs. She knows how to take care of the animals and breed 
the cattle to assure you have food and even milk for the year to 
come . " 

Negan let out a laugh. "_This_?" he lifted the bat from his shoulder 
and pointed it in her face. "Of all the fucking men in here, _she ' s_ 
the one who faces this shit?" he swirled it around then placed it 
back over his shoulder. Most of the community was watching in 
fear . 

"Correct me if I'm wrong, but, uh, last time I checked, the only 
other person who can take care of your farmer shit is 
dead . " 

"Y-yes, " Mark stuttered. 

"If she's the only one left, then who is going to keep up with your 
shit when she's gone?" 

"Well-" 

"Do you think I'm fucking _stupid_? You can't come up with the amount 
of supplies so you just throw me one of your people and think that 
makes up for it?" 

It all made sense to her now. Why everyone was looking at her. Why 
she was always asked to go on runs. They knew. They all fucking 
knew . 

"N-n-no ! It's not like that at all! We figured she'd be a great asset 
to you . " 

Negan knelt down in front of Katherine, scanning her face and body. 
"What's your name?" he asked. 

"Katherine," she answered lowly, her voice raspy. 

"Hi, Katherine. I'm Negan. But I'm sure you already know that," he 
smirked. She swallowed, her eyes moving from him to the ground to the 
bat . 

His head tilted as he looked more closely at her face. "Which one did 
that to you?" 



It took her a second to realize what he was talking about. She almost 
forgot that she got slapped and didn't think it'd leave a mark. She 
was hesitant to say who did it. 

"Now, now, don't be shy. I don't bite." he laughed, "actually, I 

do. " 

He swung the bat to his lap, dangerously close to her face. "This is 
my girl Lucille. Beautiful, ain't she?" he slid his hand up and down 
the wood grain. "Yeah, she fucking is." 

"This piece here is the last guy who took me for a fool, " he pointed 
to a strip of flesh and smiled, his teeth fully exposed. 

She couldn't tell if he was being charming, or just fucking around, 
but it intimidated her. 

"Katherine," he said. She was oblivious, staring at the bloodied bat. 
She moved her eyes from Lucille to him. 

"I asked you a fucking question. The polite thing to do is _answer_ 
it," he got snappy, making her jump. 

She turned her head, looking up at the guy standing next to Mark. She 
didn't even have to say anything. 

"You bitch!" he yelled at her. Negan stood, Lucille hanging at his 
side . 

"Now is that _any_ fucking way to treat a lady?" he walked up to him, 
"don't answer that." 

"I'm going to bash your fucking brains out of your skull. You can 
plead all you want, but I've decided." 

Negan turned and walked back to Katherine. His men grabbed the man 
and dragged him over as he begged for them to let him go. 

"Negan, please!" Mark called out. 

"Don't fucking call me that. You don't get to call me that. You 
didn't come up with half, so now you have to pay." 

"Kill her! Kill that bitch!" the man screamed. 

"I hope you're watching, Mark!" Negan raised Lucille over his 
shoulder and swung her like he was hitting a home run. Blood 
splattered from his nose, painting the grass below him as he fell 
over, already unconscious from the blow. 

Katherine squeezed her eyes shut, tears building with every swing of 
Lucille. Even though he did wrong to her, she didn't believe he 
deserved to die. She bit her bottom lip, trying everything to not 
listen . 

"Let this be a message to you all!" he held his arms out. "Things 
will only get worse from this point on, so fucking pay attention!" he 
smiled, "_half_ of your shit." 

"Since you're fucking stupid enough to try and give me your best," he 



walked to Katherine, grabbing the sack from Mark's hand and putting 
it over her head, "I'll take it." He lifted her over his shoulder, 
her ass touching the side of his face. She struggled over him, 
terrified of leaving the place she grew to know. 

There was no way of telling what was going to happen. She could be 
forced to work, or forced to be a sex slave, or be tortured as a 
message to Oakwood. She began to cry, giving up her fight as it was 
going nowhere. 

She was tossed inside of a vehicle, forced to move and sit 
up . 

"Please, " she whimpered. 

"Shh, " he patted her leg, closing the door. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Hope you liked this! Let me know ! <strong> 

**And just a quick note, this Mark is not to be confused with the 
Mark from the Saviors.** 


3 . The Long Drive Home 

**Wow, I am overwhelmed by the amount of positive feedback I got for 
this story already after only posting it last night! Follows, 
favorites, and the reviews! I'm really thrilled that you think I 
portray Negan well. It's always a scary thing to try and get 
someone's character down. Thank you! I hope you all continue to enjoy 
it :)** 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>The ride wouldn't end quick enough. Nerves shot through her body 
the entire time, thoughts of life to come, assuming she stays alive. 
For moments she cried to herself and others she was pulled back to 
reality, trying to balance herself as the vehicle swerved. It was as 
if whoever was driving was shit-faced drunk. <p> 

She bent her body to shake the sack from her head. It was getting 
unbearably hot inside, making it hard for her to breathe. 

"What the fuck are you doing back there?" Negan asked when he felt 
movement through the seat. "Hey, I'm fucking talking to you!" he made 
a sharp turn, sending her tumbling on the floor of the vehicle. She 
moaned in pain, struggling to lift herself from the tight 
space . 

"Did I _say_ you can take that off?" he turned his head to look at 
her in the back. "What are you, a fucking mute? Come on, Katherine." 
He smiled then put his eyes back on the road. 

"I-I needed air," she finally got herself back to sitting position. 

He looked at her through the rear-view mirror. "Lighten the fuck up, 
would you? You're killin' the mood." 


Her brown hair was a mess, falling in front of her face and sticking 



to her sweaty forehead. Her blue eyes were bloodshot from crying, and 
her pale face had red blotches from wiping the tears with her 
shoulders . 


"Where are we going?" she asked, looking back at him through the 
mirror . 

"Home, sweet home, baby." 

She swallowed, looking out the window. The sun had set, leaving 
little light left in the sky. She sniffled, "are you going to kill 
me?" 


Negan let a out a stretched laugh, shaking his head. "Is that what 
you think of me?" 

"I don- I don't know," she admitted. She really didn't know what to 
think of him. In her eyes, he was a bad man. "Are you going to..." 
she paused, trying to figure out how to put it into words. 

"Going to what? Spit it the fuck out already." 

"Are you going to.. use me for.._sex_?" 

"I'm not going to fucking touch you, unless you want me to. Although, 
seeing you helpless in those cuffs is making me kind of hard, " he 
smirked. "Anymore questions?" 

"No, " she watched the silhouette of passing 
trees . 

"_Fan_-_fucking_-_tast ic_. " 

The rest of the ride was quiet. She continued to look out the window 
at whatever they passed. Flipped over cars, random undead reamers, 
abandon barns . 

"By the way, you have a great fucking ass. I bet it looks even better 
out of those pants," he mentioned. Her eyes widened and she didn't 
know how to reply. "That's the thing about you women. You cry for 
attention and then don't appreciate a goddamn compliment." 

"I'll die before I let you see my ass," she spat, growing 
repulsed . 

"Whoa-ho-ho ! When did you grow a fucking pair?" he asked, laughing. 

"I don't know if you understand this, Katherine, but _I'm_ the one 
who runs shit here. _I_ make the rules. _You_ follow them. And if 
that means that I want to see what you've got hiding under that 
denim, then by God, I will." He made eye contact with her in the 
mirror, feeling satisfied when he saw the fear back in her eyes, even 
though it never left. 

"But today's your lucky fuckin' day. I like you." He smirked. 

They neared a large building. It looked to be an old, rundown 
factory. The closer they got, the more gruesome the place became. 
Biters and roamers chained up to the fence, some impaled and some 
just a head and torso. She grew anxious when they got closer, 
wondering what the hell this place is. 



"Welcome to Sanctuary, " Negan smiled. 


"What if I don't want to be here?" she just came out with it. Better 
to know than to wonder what would happen if she tried to escape. 

"No one's keeping you here. Fucking leave if you want," he said. "But 
I'll tell you what, if you try and go back to Oakwood, " he took his 
hand from the wheel and extended his arm to the passengers side. 
Lucille sat, barbed wire end on the seat and her grip side leaned up 
against the dashboard. "Lucille doesn't discriminate." 

This made her think. But that's exactly what Negan wanted. If she 
couldn't go back to Oakwood, where would she go? She didn't want to 
be on her own out there again. 

They passed through a small fenced area, the only spot that wasn't 
blocked by the undead. He stopped the car and turned it off, grabbing 
Lucille and exiting. He opened the back seat and grabbed Katherine by 
her arm, pulling her out. He shut the door and put his hand on her 
back, giving a slight push for her to walk. 

She looked around at all the people doing random jobs. Most were men, 
but there were some women too. 

She also noticed the men who were with Negan at Oakwood. They must 
have taken a different route because they looked like they were here 
for quite some time. 

He led her through the factory to a room. She wasn't expecting to see 
barely dressed women inside. They all stared at Katherine, looking 
generally concerned. They couldn't have been too much older than she 
was . 

"Ladies, I need a fucking moment." When he spoke, they listened, 
scrambling to their feet and leaving. In a way it made her sick. Was 
this what she was going to have to do? 

He walked to a dresser, where he placed Lucille on a designated 
stand. He went into a drawer and smirked as he turned and approached 
her. Her heartbeat began to quicken as he walked around back of her, 
standing too close for comfort. She could feel his warm breath on her 
neck, "I _really_ do enjoy these handcuffs." He placed his hand on 
her back, moving down slowly, smirking at the sound of her quivered 
breath. When he reached her hands, he grabbed them, sticking 
something into the cuffs until they unlocked on one hand. 

She let out a moan when she moved her shoulders forward after they 
were forced to stay behind her for so long. The cuffs dangled from 
her wrist and she looked at them in relief. She was starting to think 
that he wouldn't let her out of them. 

"Thank you." 


4 . Earn Your Keep 

**A/N: I just want to warn you that there is potential spoilers in 
this story. I don't know what the show will include, but I am going 
off the comic.** 



><p>"Who are those women?" Katherine asked as Negan finished taking 
the handcuffs off of her.<p> 

"My wives," he stated simply. 

"Your wha-_Wives_? " 

"Did I fucking stutter?" he walked over to the drawer and opened it. 
"I'll save these for later." He dropped the cuffs inside and closed 
it. "Now, let me explain how things work around here," he walked back 
over to her. "Here, you work for points. You want to eat? You need 
points. You want clothes? You need points. You want to touch yourself 
while looking at a magazine? You need points." He walked back over to 
Lucille, caressing her smooth surface. "And no one will act as your 
fucking mommy. You fend for yourself. Cook your own meals, clean your 
own shit . " 

He swiftly turned with a grin plastered on his face, 

"how-fucking-ever , I have a once-in-a-mother-fucking-lif et ime deal 
for you, Katherine." 

"Oh," she tried to take in everything he was telling her. 

"There's nothing I want more than to watch your ass bouncing on my 
cock, but that's besides the point. I'm offering you a chance to 
become one of my wives, and all of this, " he held his arms out high, 
"is free. Now points needed." 

She shook her head frantically, "no." 

"How did I know you would say that?" he walked right up to her face 
and looked down at her. He liked a challenge; it only fueled him 
more, and he knew she was a challenge the moment Mark slipped that 
sack off her face. 

"Your loss, really. You'll just have to work for your 
shit . " 

"Assuming I stay here, " she snapped. 

"Right, right, " he laughed. "Because you have so many other 
options . " 

He was right, she had nothing else. If she left, she'd be stuck 
fighting for her life until she found another group, which there's no 
telling would even happen, or until she died. "What do I have to 
do?" 

"Your old pal Mark mentioned you having a specific set of skills." 

Her face wrinkled at the thought of him. "You can reunite with your 
animal friends and earn your keep." 

"That isn't the only thing I can do," she said, expecting him to say 
something else. Wanting him to say something else, rather. 

"What, that's not enough for you? You need more fucking chores?" he 
seemed annoyed. 



"I just-I don't want to be confined. I don't want to 
become-" 

"_Weak_?" he finished her sentence. Her mouth hung open for a minute, 
"yeah." He laughed at her, shaking his head. "Aren't you afraid 
you've already become weak?" she was taken aback by his sudden change 
of attitude. 

"What?" 

"You were on your knees with a bag over your head, just waiting for 
all the people you thought you knew to hand you off so _they_ have 
another day to live. And I fucking took you," he snapped his fingers, 
"just like that. You had no fucking say and you _still_ have no say," 
his teeth exposed in a giant smile. She felt belittled and sick. "And 
what are you going to say about it?" 

"_Fuck_ you," she gritted her teeth. 

"You're _more_ than welcome to fuck me, Katherine. Oh, how I'd love 
to make you scream my name." 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" she was disgusted by him and 
wasn't sure where or why the conversation escalated but it just 
proved that he was psychotic. 

"Listen, either take what I'm fucking telling you and do as I say, or 
you can get the fuck out and deal with those flesh-eating bastards 
until the day they tear your limbs off. Your call, really." he walked 
over to Lucille and grazed his fingers across her length. "What is it 
that you do again? Feed cows? Pet chickens until they lay a fucking 
egg? I think you're getting off pretty easy here." 

"I'm also a great shot. And I'm decent with a knife." He clapped 
sarcast ically for her. "I'll tell you what," he leaned on the 
dresser, "you start with your animal shit, then we'll talk about 
another job. Right now, if I were you, I ' d be worrying about where 
I'm going to sleep tonight." She looked at him with confusion. 

"You didn't think you'd be fucking welcomed with open arms, did you? 
You have to work for your life here. This is the real world, not the 
fantasy land you came from." 

She rolled her eyes and sighed. He made her feel like she was going 
insane. He had this sick humor that would make anyone want to off 
their self. She didn't know why she even let him get to her like 
this. She was better than that. Maybe she really was getting 
weak . 

"You can always be a wife," the corner of his lip curved up. "I get 
what I want and you get what you need." 

"Why did you even bother to bring me here? You could have left me 
there. I had a place to sleep, food to eat!" 

"I didn't take you as the fucking type to want a man to put his hands 
on you. I did you a favor-" 

"Negan?" a woman called from the other side of the door, knocking 



like something was wrong. 


"What, Sherry? I'm fucking busy here," his voice was stern. She 
opened the door and walked about a foot inside, her high heels 
clicking with each step. Katherine looked her up and down, noticing 
how unhappy she looked in the clothes she was barely in. She had a 
tight corset that pushed her breasts up and out, with a matching 
thong and garter belt that connected to thigh high fishnets. 

"There are men at the gate. They say they want to speak to 
you . " 

"You've got to be fucking kidding me," he grabbed Lucille and left 
without a word. Katherine was left with Sherry alone in the 
room . 

"What's going on?" Katherine asked, naturally concerned. 

"I'm not really sure. There's always some kind of trouble following 
Negan, " she explained. 

"I can imagine." 

"What's your name?" she asked in a sweet voice. It settled Katherine 
inside to hear, like feeling the rain after a long drought. 
"Katherine. And you're Sherry, right?" 

She smiled and nodded her head. "What brings you here?" 

"I-I'm not really sure how to explain. It's a long story." She grew 
sad, finally taking in what was happening. She's been running on 
adrenaline for the entire day and it seems to finally be wearing 
of f . 

Gunshots pulled her out of thoughts, making her and Sherry jump. 
Katherine ran out of the door and through the factory to see what was 
going on. A small group of men were shooting at Negan and the other 
Saviors . 

The Saviors had snipers that picked off the group outside of the 
walls but there were still some who were inside fighting. 

She watched as Negan beat a guy to slush on the ground. He was so 
preoccupied that he didn't see the guy coming up behind him. She 
acted quick and grabbed the nearest blunt object, which happened to 
be a long and rusty wrench. 

"Negan!" she yelled as she ran towards him. Both him and the guy 
about to attack him turned around. She smashed the guy in the head as 
he fired his gun towards her and fell to the ground. She stomped on 
his wrist, grabbing it from his hand while he was temporarily dazed. 
He stood up, balling his fist to swing at her. She aimed at his leg 
and fired. Negan finished him off with Lucille and looked at her like 
she was nuts, "what the fuck are you doing? Go back inside!" 

"I'm earning my-" she grunted as she was shot in the shoulder, 
falling forward onto Negan. She began to cry out from pain as her 
world spun. Everything around her became silent and she could hear 
Negan repeatedly calling her name. 



"Katherine ! " 


_"Katherine ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Wow, thank you all so much AGAIN for the amazing support! 
I'm loving the reviews, you're all so damn awesome! <strong>**I want 
to specially thank BBulma for that review, I'm completely flattered 
that you think I'm a great writer! Much love to you!** 

**We met Sherry in this chapter and I did add the fact that Negan has 
multiple wives, but I'm going to keep the number low because I want 
it to be before Amber, but obviously a little ways after 
Sherry . * * 

**Anyway, I hope you enjoyed this chapter. Stay tuned for the next 
: ) ** 


5. What's up. Doc? 

"Shit, " Negan dropped Lucille as Katherine came crashing into him, 
blood soaking his jacket. 

"Katherine?" he ignored all the conflict going on around him. 
"Katherine!" she was losing consciousness and fast. He kneeled down 
with her in his arms, placing her down gently. He looked up to 
someone running by him. "Dwight!" the man stopped and looked at him 
with a glint of hatred . "Bring her inside, get Jen right away," he 
ordered him. Dwight stood, hesitating to do as he was told. 

"Now! " 

Dwight lifted her limp body, hurrying her inside to a small infirmary 
room. He laid her on a table, watching as the blood pooled under her 
shoulder . "Why should I do anything for you?" he said lowly to 
himself. He was speaking out of spite towards Negan. He had a lot of 
pent up anger because of _his_ wife. Sherry. 

He quickly shook out of it, finally leaving to find Jen. She was the 
doctor of the Saviors, being a Pediatrician before the world died. 
Although there are no kids around, she knew how to treat certain 
conditions, which medicine a person should take and the basic stitch 
and patch up of an injury. 
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><p>Negan gripped Lucille tight, swinging her at every head he came 
in contact with, nearly killing one of his own when he lost 
control . <p> 

"Who the fuck is up there?" Negan asked, pointing her blood-stained 
wood in the direction of a sniper's post. 

"I'm not sure . " 

"You're all fucking useless," he mumbled while making a beeline to 
the post himself. He wasn't sure why he was so mad about the whole 
thing and that alone bothered him. 



He got to the top of the, setting Lucille against the wall inside. 
This time he was giving her a break and doing the job himself. 

He balled his fist as he approached his man from behind, who heard 
Negan ' s footsteps and turned. "Sir-" Negan raised his arm back then 
forced it forward with all of the strength that he had, knocking the 
guy out in one swing. He climbed on top of him and started pounding 
his fist to the man's face until blood enveloped his teeth, 
spattering from his nose and covering Negan ' s hand. 

He stopped himself before doing further damage, fading from the red 
he was seeing. He stood and looked at what he did. He's beaten people 
to the point of death with his bare hands before. It wasn't new to 
him, so why did it feel like nothing he's experienced before? 

He grabbed Lucille and climbed down from the post. When he came back 
to the scene, the fight was over. There were bodies from both parties 
sprawled on the ground, but as always, the Saviors came out 
victorious . 

Negan made his way to the infirmary, hoping to see Katherine alive 
and well. Unfortunately things were seemingly opposite; she was still 
out cold and her already pale face turned an even more dull shade. 

"Is she fucking dead?" he asked, little care to his tone. 

"No, but she will be if a main artery was hit. There's so much blood 
that I can't tell," Jen explained. She lifted the bandage on 
Katherine's shoulder, "there's an exit wound, so that's good. That 
means she doesn't have a bullet floating around in there and I don't 
have to go in and make things worse." 

"So how long until we know if she's a lost cause?" his attitude 
seemed cold for someone who just beat a man to a pulp because of 
this . 

"Dwight said this one was important to you, " Jen said, tilting her 
head in confusion. He crinkled his nose, "that idiot wouldn't know 
his ass from his elbow. I'm just upset that I didn't get a chance to 
fuck her . " 

Jen was used to Negan, but even that made her shake her head. "Well, 
she's all stitched up. If she lasts through the night then we know it 
went through clean without hitting anything else it shouldn't," her 
arms were crossed. 

"What happens if it did hit?" he asked, this time a little more 
concern in his voice. 

"She will hemorrhage.." she answered, "if that doesn't kill her right 
away, then the blood clotting will go to her heart or brain and send 
her into heart failure, stroke, who know?" she didn't sugarcoat 
anything. "The best we can do with what we have is to allow her to 
rest. Not that she has much of a choice." 

There was a moment of silence. "Who is she?" 

"Her name's Katherine. That little shit farm couldn't come up with 
their half so they offered her instead." 


"Holy shit," Jen was in disbelief, but it wasn't 



surprising . 


Katherine made a grumbling moan, both Negan and Jen looked at her. 

She just turned her head and was back to the still breathing. 

"Poor girl, " Jen took off her latex gloves, tossing them in a sink 
behind her. She nodded with a small smile and let him be alone. 

He walked over to her, looking at her deepened, dark eyes and 
glistening forehead. "What the fuck were you thinking?" he saw it in 
his head again. _She had just helped him out and stood with a gun and 
wrench in her hands. She had his back after treating her like she was 
just a minuscule bug, squishing her hopes in one step._ 

_"what the fuck are you doing? Go back inside !"_ 

_"I'm earning my-" she flew into him within a blink of his eyes, he 
didn't even know what hit him, or her for that matter. It happened so 
quick that she didn't have time to process what happened. _ 

Her cry echoed in his head, but was short-lived when a light knock 
brought him back. 

"Hey," a woman walked in. She wore the same kind of attire, sexy and 
revealing lingerie, as Sherry did. "Am I interrupting?" 

Negan took a last look at Katherine before shaking his head. 

"No . " 


"Sherry told me you brought someone new. I was going to ask if she 
was going to be a new wife, but by the looks of it-" 

"What the fuck do you want, Courtney?" 

"Just making sure everything was alright after all the commotion." 

She walked over to him slowly, swaying her hips just the way he 
liked. "Why don't you come to the room? Me and the girls want to give 
you something." She bit her lip, letting the pink skin slip from her 
teeth. "Let us help you de-stress," she groped him through his pants, 
turning him on immediately. 

"Yeah, let's do that," he grabbed her bare ass, squeezing his hand 
around her cheek while pushing her towards the door. 
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><pXstrong>This would have been out a little earlier but I had an 
early shift at work so I didn't write consistently when I got home 
due to being tired. There it is, and I hope you liked it. Love you 
guys for the reviews! And follows! And favorites ! <strong> 


6. Mindfuck 

**Warning: This chapter starts out with sexual content. Slight drug 
use as well later on.** 
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><p>"Fuck, " Negan grunted. He had his hand on the back of Courtney's 



head, grabbing a large section of her hair, making her look at him 
while she worked. Debra, his third wife, watched Courtney in disgust. 
Negan tried ignoring her, not wanting this to end before he could 
finish on one of their faces. <p> 

Courtney stopped, wiping her lip of spit and looking back at Debra. 
"Don't be jealous because Negan likes the way I suck his dick better 
than you do." He sighed, putting his hand to his face. Sherry was 
behind him, rubbing his shoulders. 

"Just because you hog him doesn't mean he likes you 
better . " 

"Ladies, fucking _please_. There's _plenty_ to go around." He shoved 
himself back in his pants and stood up, zipping his fly. If there was 
anything that turned him off the most, it would have to be when they 
bicker while pleasing him. "If you want to continue being wives I 
suggest you learn to get the fuck along. Is that clear?" 

"Yes," the two said together. He grabbed Lucille, closing his eyes as 
he focused on her texture. She was smooth to touch, the fine lines of 
the wood under his skin as he slid his thumb in swirls. His favorite 
thing was that Lucille didn't make a sound unless he wanted her to. 
The sound of her barbed wire attire piercing flesh, or her thick body 
colliding with muscle and bone. 

He almost forgot how filthy she was. Dried up blood and bits of meat- 
rotten and fresh- from whoever he made a target. The blood was like a 
little piece of history; a timeline of events. Like the layers of 
rock which covered Earth. 

"I'll be back later." He left the room, not saying anything to the 
girls about what he was doing or where he was going. They were used 
to it, though. 

He walked to the showers, wanting to clean Lucille off. He turned on 
the cold water and placed her under it, watching the red spin down 
the drain. 

He thought about Katherine unconscious in the infirmary. He just left 
her there. She could be dead by now and all he cared about was sex. 
The thought boiled his blood. He growled to himself, hitting the wall 
with the side of his fist. "She's a fucking unimportant girl." 

He turned the shower off and took Lucille out, letting her drip red 
drops all over as he hastily made his way to Katherine. 

She laid still, the same as earlier. He looked at her, watching her 
chest rise, stay still, then fall slowly. He noticed her bare arms 
and a blanket covering her partially, meaning she probably had no 
shirt on. He smirked, trailing his eyes across her form. 

He extended a hand to the edge of the blanket, feeling it against her 
chest as he slipped a finger under the fabric. Her mouth opened and 
she inhaled, making him squint his eyes . He leaned Lucille against 
her bed, putting his face closer to her. He didn't see her chest 
moving, or hear her breathing. "Katherine?" he shook her good 
shoulder. Nothing. 

"Katherine ... Katherine ! " he shook harder. _Fuck, _he thought. _She ' s 



fucking dead._ 

As he stared at her, she finally let out a breath. He sighed, shaking 
his head. What a damn relief. 

"You should get some sleep," Jen walked in without him even noticing. 
"She's not going anywhere." 

"As if I'd give a rat's ass," he said. He pushed off the bed and 
picked up Lucille. Jen smirked, "could have fooled me." 

"She doesn't deserve to fuckin' die like this. Other than that, I 
really don't care." 

"Then I guess you won't care to know that she will probably be fine," 
Jen added. 

He ignored her and walked back to his room, ready to end this day. He 
didn't feel like himself. He wanted to lay down and shut the world 
out . 

The girls were sprawled on the bed, playing cards. "Look, Negan, we 
made up." Courtney and Debra kissed each other softly on the lips. 
Courtney slid her tongue on the bottom of Debra's lip and giggled. 
"Just for you." 

"I'm not in the mood," the thought of him not being in the mood alone 
surprised him, but he was too exhausted to care. 

He put Lucille in her place on the dresser. "I want to be alone 
tonight," Negan stated. They knew what that meant. Instead of 
sleeping with him, they'd be in the next room over. 

"Aw, come on, what's the matter?" Courtney asked. She was like a 
child, always asking stupid questions. She was only good at giving a 
blow job, and she was right when she said she was Negan ' s favorite 
when it came to that. But that's the only thing about her that was 
his favorite. Debra, on the other hand, was more than just good at 
giving head. She had a sense of empathy and knew when to back off. At 
least for the most part. 

The two of them were more than happy to be wives. It meant they 
didn't have to do a single thing but please Negan. They loved being 
titled "Negan 's Wives" because that meant no one would fuck with them 
or he'd have their head. 

Sherry was unlike the two. She wasn't exactly happy to be a wife. She 
was already someone else's wife before the world virtually ended. She 
loves Dwight, but the two made a quick decision when they arrived 
here so she would have guaranteed safety. The only downside is that 
they can no longer be together. She was Negan ' s now. All she can do 
is play along. 

"Don't ask fucking questions, just do what I say. Damn, why does 
everything have to be complicated with you?" he snapped. 

"I was just trying to be nice, you don't always have to be such a 
dick!" she barged out of the room, fuming, and he could care 
less . 



"I'll show you a dick when you're back to working for your shit. 
You're replaceable, just remember that, Courtney!" he made sure she 
could hear him. The other two walked out, not saying a word to piss 
him off more. 

"God-fucking-damn." He sat on the edge of the large bed, kicking his 
boots off. He sat still for a minute before unbuttoning his pants and 
tossing them to the ground. He hung his jacket and pulled his shirt 
off. His neck cracked as he stretched it, feeling relief 
afterwards . 

He laid down, pulling the silky black blankets over his body, feeling 
instant relaxation as soon as his head hit the pillow. He closed his 
eyes, expecting to fall asleep. Instead he had thoughts of Katherine. 
Would she really be fine? Not that he cared. . .but there was something 
about her. She was a fighter, a survivor. And the more he tried to 
figure it out, the more attractive she seemed. 

He lifted his torso, letting out a breathy growl. He reached his arm 
over the edge of the bed, feeling between the mattresses until his 
hand grabbed a little bag. 

He pulled it out, dumping some of it's contents in his hand and 
tossing them into his mouth. It was a baggy of Xanax, Ambien, and 
various other pills that he went into every now again when he needed 
to take the edge off. 

"I just want to get some fucking sleep around here. Shit," he said to 
himself as he laid back down. 
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7 . Wake Up 

Negan awoke to Debra and Courtney shaking him. "She's not 
here ! " 

"What the fuck is it?" he swatted their hands away. Talk about a 
shitty way to wake up. 

"Sherry, sh-she's gone!" 

"What do you mean she's _gone_?" he sat up. 

"She just wasn't in bed when we got up," Courtney explained. 

"Well I'm fucking thrilled that you're hot on the case." He stood up, 
picking his clothes from the floor and throwing them on. "I know_ 
exactly_ where she is." 



He was on his way to Dwight's room when Jen stopped him, "she's 
awake. Not by much, but she's able to comprehend what I was saying to 
her . " 

"Katherine's awake?" he stopped, torn by what to do. He wanted to see 
her but also needed to deal with Sherry. He blinked for minute, 
having a debate in his head. "I have to deal with something," he 
said, walking away. 

"Dwight, open the fucking door!" Negan slammed his fist so hard, the 
door looked like it was going to break off the hinges. There was a 
sound of a chained lock and then it cracked opened. "Negan? What's 
wrong?" he looked like he was woken up, still in his pajamas with 
messy hair. 

"Where the fuck is she? I know she's fucking in there, for fuck's 
sake," he placed his palm on the door, pushing it. Dwight stopped him 
from opening it fully, a nervous look growing on his face. 

"Who?" 

"Don't play stupid with me, Dwight. The more you act like you don't 
know, the worse the punishment will be. It's your call." Negan was 
great at negotiating with options that allow him to win either 
way . 

Dwight's lip trembled, knowing he fucked up. "Atta boy," Negan 
smirked, pushing the door completely open. Sherry was already crying 
in the bed, holding her head to her knees. 

He pushed past Dwight, walking calmly to Sherry. "Come on. Sherry, we 
need to have a little talk." He held his arm out for her to come 
into. She shakily crawled from the bed, covering her bare chest as 
the blanket slid from her body. 

Negan pulled her in and walked her out, leaving Dwight to his 
imagination. He knew he was in for a shitty punishment. 

"Sherry. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry," he looked at the mess of a girl in 
front of him. 

"I'm sorry!" she cried. "I'm so sorry! Please don't hurt me!" 

"Have I ever put my fucking hands on you, or any of the girls for 
that matter?" he questioned, waiting for it to click. 

"Oh God, no, please!" she pleaded, "it wasn't his fault! _I_ went to 
him! " 

"Oh, quit with the Goddamn sob story. Sherry! You knew the rules when 
you became a wife." he sighed. "I'm not forcing you to be here. I 
never have. Do you want to stop being a wife? You'll have to go back 
to working for points. What's it gonna be?" 

Her eyes were wide and glossy from the tears falling. "I-I," she 
didn't know what to say. "I want to... stay," she lowered her head and 
sobbed. Negan put his hand on her shoulder, "You know what has to be 
done. I suggest you learn from this. Wouldn't want a repeat." 



><p>"Where am I?" Katherine lifted herself, falling back to the bed 
in severe pain, "ah, fuck!"<p> 

"You need to rest," Jen rushed over, putting her hands out. 

"Who are you? What happened to me?" she grew angry with each 
question . 

"My name's Jen. You were shot-" 

"_Shot ! ?_" she started breathing more heavily, "how did this 

happen? " 

"What's the last thing you can remember?" Jen asked her. 

"Well.. I was trying to keep Negan from being attacked by that group 
that came- Is Negan alright? Who shot me?" 

"You need to relax and take a deep breath. I'll answer all the 
questions you have if you just slow down." Katherine looked at her 
bandaged shoulder, swallowing at the thought of what could be under 
it. She can take seeing rotten flesh, but once she has a deep wound 
of her own, she gets lightheaded. "Who did this to me?" 

"For starters, Negan is fine. He never said anything about how you 
got shot, or who did it. Judging by the bullet and the fact that one 
of our own is gone, it's safe to assume Negan took care of whoever 
did it . " 

"When you say _took care of_..you don't mean-" 

"I couldn't tell ya for sure. All I know is that you need to get some 
rest. No moving around unless you have to use the bathroom." Jen 
walked to the door, "I'll be back shortly." 

Katherine didn't like being bound to bed, especially here. She saved 
Negan ' s ass, she deserved somewhere of her own to rest. 

She moaned in pain as she forced herself up. She looked down at 
herself, seeing that she had no clothes on. She sighed, searching 
around the room until she found her bra, shirts and pants. 

She slipped into her jeans slowly. She used her good arm, making it a 
bit difficult. "Never should have wore skinny jeans," she breathed 
out, opening her folded shirt. "Oh wow," she looked at the hole in 
the fabric and the stained blood surrounding it. It appeared to be 
washed, but there was no way blood was going to come out of white. 

She slipped on her bra, one of the most painful tasks, then her 
shirt . 

She heard noise coming from outside and she wasn't sure what it 
meant. She naturally decided to check it out. "Damn, I feel like I 
haven't pissed in days." She also needed to find the bathroom, so 
that's another excuse she has for being up. 

She walked out of the door, following the noise. "Hello?" she called 
out. Her voice echoed through the factory walls. There was no one in 
sight . 



She walked past empty rooms, looking for just one person. "Anyone 
here?" she called again. 


There was a loud scream that startled her. Her heart raced as she 
tried to find the exit. Thoughts of another group, a bigger and 
stronger group, raiding them again flooded her mind. 

When she got outside, she saw everyone crowded around. Some people 
had big smiles on their faces, laughing at the sound of a man 
seemingly in pain and Negan ' s voice. "What the-" she pushed past a 
few people to get a better look. When she got to the front her mouth 
dropped open, "oh my God!" 
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8 . Stupor 

**Warning: There is sexual content at the end of this chapter.** 
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><p>"Oh my God!" Katherine couldn't believe what she was watching. 
Negan was cruel, but this was a whole new level for her to 
see . <p> 

"Come on, Dwight, take it like a man!" Negan laughed. "You took 
Sherry like a man, against my fucking say, " he said lowly as he 
removed the iron from Dwight's face. His skin resembled melted cheese 
on a pizza, steaming from the severe heat. His skull was visible 
where parts of his flesh burned to nothing, and his eyeball was 
exposed . 

Sherry cried out into Courtney and Debra's embrace. This was her 
fault and she could have prevented it. 

"Next time I won't go so eas-" Negan looked up, nearly choking on his 
own voice. Katherine stood in shock. She shook her head, putting her 
hand on her face. She turned around, disappearing behind the 
crowd . 

He looked down at Dwight who was now out cold. "Someone get this 
cleaned up." He pushed past a few people, going inside and heading 
towards the infirmary. 



Katherine went back to the only place she knew aside from Negan ' s 
room. "What the _fuck_ was that?" she asked herself, growing 
nauseous . 

She looked around to see the bathroom that was connected to the 
infirmary. She closed the door and faced herself in a mirror. "Holy 
shit," she got closer. She almost didn't recognize her own face. 

She stepped away, looking at the toilet. She had held her pee in for 
so long that she barely felt the urge. She unzipped her pants and 
hovered awkwardly over the seat, sending shooting pains to her wound. 
When she finished she wiped and pulled her pants back up. 

She visualized the man's burnt face, shaking her head. What could he 
have possibly done to deserve that? She couldn't shake the 
thought . 

She flushed the toilet, and opened the door. To her surprise, Negan 
was in the doorway of the infirmary. 

"You're awake," he stated. 

"What the hell was _that_? What were you doing to that guy?" she 
questioned. He laughed, "who, Dwight? Caught Sherry with him last 
night." Her eyes widened, "he got his face _mutilated_ because he 
slept with one of your fake wives? I can't wait to hear _her_ 
punishment . " 

"That _was_ her punishment. His punishment is to continue watching as 
I do whatever the fuck I please with his ex-wife," he said proudly. 
"And fucking say that again and I'll have you thrown to the 
flesh-eaters . " 

"Wait, what?" she was dumbfounded. His wife was Dwight's _ex_-wife? 
"what does that prove at all?" 

"Don't fuck with me," his arms extended to the sides and his head 
tilted with a smirk. She shook her head. "It's one thing to kill the 
enemy, but why torture one of your own for doing something so 
small ? " 

"She knows she can stop being a wife anytime she damn well pleases. 

If she wants to go back to Dwight, she can. But cheating isn't 
tolerated. You don't fucking cheat on me and get off easy." 

"You just have a big fucking ego, don't you?" she spat. "Ah, dammit!" 
she grabbed her shoulder. 

"Why are you even up in your condition?" 

"Why do you even care?" 

"I fucking don't, I'm just being _polite_, " he waved her off, turning 
to leave. 

"Where are you going?" she called out. He was repulsive, but the only 
thing she knew at the moment. "You're just gonna leave me here? I-I 
proved myself. I saved your ass! I deserve .. something ! " 


"How about one hour with my cock?" he grinned. She squinted her eyes 



"you're disgusting!" 


"That's a damn shame. I really wanted to get you back in those 
handcuffs," he sucked his teeth. 

"Can you be serious for just five fucking minutes? Please!" she grew 
lightheaded, losing her footing and falling to the ground. Negan 
rushed over to lift her up and attempted to walk her to the 
bed . 

"I'm fine, I'm _fine_, " she pushed him away but grabbed the leather 
of his jacket, pulling herself close to him to avoid falling again. 

"I thought you were fine?" 

"I am," she grumbled. He held her wrist and turned her around, 
leading her to the bed where she sat. "It hurts so bad.." she 
whispered, shutting her eyes and gripping her shoulder. 

Negan sighed. "What is it that you want?" 

"A room; a place to sleep, " she looked up at him. 

"I'll think about it." 

"Please, " she begged, hanging her head. He smirked at the thought of 
her begging. If she were looking at him, he'd probably pop the zipper 
of his pants. "There's always an open spot to be my wife. Make my 
fucking day and you'll have a place to sleep." 

"I rather sleep in the dirt," she said. He scowled at her sarcastic 
comment . "Your wish is my command," he agreed. Her head shot up, 
"what?" 

"You want a place to fuckin' sleep, you can sleep outside until you 
earn a room." He hated being denied. He can have any girl eating out 
of the palm of his hand. They become a wife and he gets to fuck their 
brains out every night. Katherine was different. She wasn't so easily 
bargained with, and the worst part of all? She was _beautiful_. 
Something he wasn't so used to and it messed him up inside. 

"You can't be serious," her brows furrowed. "Because I won't be your 
damn wife? Because I won't let you _fuck_ me?" 

"Don't flatter yourself, Katherine. You're just a fucking object that 
someone gave to me." She felt her heart sink to her stomach. "So you 
think because you hit a guy and took his gun that you just get things 
handed to you?" 

"If I'm nothing but some object then why are you here?" 

"Because I'm surprised you're not fucking dead like I thought you 
would be." She widened her eyes, holding back tears. They became 
bloodshot, glossing over the more she fought it. 

"Don't fucking question the way I do things around here." He left her 
to herself. She just sat, repeating his words in her head._ You're 
just a fucking object that someone gave to me_. A tear rolled down 
her cheek and fell from her chin, making a low thud on her leg. A 
second came from the other eye, followed by more until it was 
impossible to hold back. 



"Fuck this place.." she stood up, grabbing her folded flannel and 
putting it on. She barged out of the room and out of the building. 

The crowd from earlier had disappeared and the sun was already set, 
leaving little light in the sky. 

She looked around, her vision circling. She couldn't stay focused in 
one direction. Her head became dizzy but she tried to push through. 
She couldn't stand being around Negan any longer. All he wanted was 
sex and she wasn't about to give herself to him just because the 
world has virtually ended. She still had self-respect and 
standards . 

The wall seemed never-ending while she searched for the way out. It 
became harder to focus and she was getting confused, knowing that she 
has already gone by this spot multiple times already. 

She had tunnel vision and she could barely breathe. She began to 
panic, "how do I get out of here!?" she collapsed on the ground, too 
weak to move. She watched as someone approached her. "Help," she 
cried out to them. The closer they got, the more panic set in. This 
was no person. 

"Shit!" she was helpless at this point. She used all her strength to 
try and get to her feet. The thing tackled her and she coould only 
put her hands on it's head to barely keep it from biting her. She 
screamed, hoping someone would hear her. The rotting flesh was slimy 
and disgusting, making it even harder to hold onto. Her hand shakily 
crumbled, letting it's head fall to her neck. She screamed as it bit 
down on her. 

She saw someone run over and stab it in the head. It's body weight 
fell onto her and she just laid there, her muscles shaking 
intensely . 

"You're alright, I got you," a voice spoke, the words bouncing 
against the jello walls of her mind. It sounded familiar yet she 
couldn't decipher if it were male or female. 

The weight lifted from her body, allowing her airways to open up. 
"B-b-b-bit, " she managed to get out. "Shh, " they comforted. She 
closed her eyes, going back to the day Negan put her in his vehicle. 
"Negan.." she was going in and out of a semi-sleep state, still 
feeling and hearing everything going on around her. 

"Why was she out there? I told her to stay in bed unless she had to 
use the bathroom! We don't know the very extent of her injuries- She 
went into Hypovolemic Shock from the blood loss." 

"She's barely fucking breathing. Is she going to die? I thought you 
said she was going to be fine, " Negan was pissed. 

"I'm using my best judgement here! It's not like I have an entire 
medical facility to work with here. And last time I checked, you 
didn't care if she lived or died!" Jen was smarter than Negan and 
could hold her own in a petty argument that he started. 


"I don't, God-fucking-damn!" he was like a child, the way he denied 
the truth so defensively. 



"You know, you're only human, Negan, " Jen started. "A pretty girl 
comes around and she's not like Sherry, not like Courtney, not like 
Deb. It's alright to _like_ someone. People will fear you just the 
same." He shook his head, "I don't need fucking therapy sessions, 

Jen. Just do your job." 

"Yeah, you're right." Negan stormed off in an annoyed frame of 
mind . 

He went back to his room, "where are the other girls?" 

"In the other room, why? Is something wrong?" Courtney asked. He went 
into his drawer and got a condom. He approached her, grabbing her 
arms and turning her around so her back faced him. He pushed her onto 
the bed, grabbing hold a chunk of hair so she couldn't move. "What's 
gotten into you?" 

"Just shut the fuck up, " he pulled her thong down and slapped his 
palm against her ass, leaving a red handprint. She jumped, giggling 
and looking back at him with seductive eyes. 

"Don't fucking look at me," he pulled tighter on her hair, forcing 
her head to look forward. He gritted his teeth and shut his eyes as 
he pulled himself out of his pants with one hand. He swooped his arm 
under her stomach, lifting her bottom half from the bed for easier 
access . 

He let go of her hair and rolled the condom on himself then slowly 
slid inside her. He imagined Katherine's nice ass smacking against 
him as he thrusted himself quickly in and out of Courtney. She let 
out sporadic moans and whimpers that sent him to the edge quicker 
than ever. He slumped over her, muffling his voice as he swore into 
her back. 

He pulsated inside until he regained his strength and pulled 
out . 

"Wow, urn, that was,uh-" 

"Just shut the fuck up, Courtney." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I promised you longer and so I gave you longer! Let's see 
if I can keep it up... no pun intended. Let me know your thoughts on 
this chapter! I'm curious (;<strong> 


End 
f ile . 



